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Are You Faster Than a Speeding Bullet? 


Author's Notes: 
Wrote this in half an hour, so it\'ll probably be shit. No..lt WILL be shit. Just warning ya.. Oh, and | don\'t own 


any characters mentioned. 


"Say, Izzy." Axl began, as we all sat watching TV. Oh Lord, this is gonna be painful. 

Painfully embarrassing, anyhow. 

"What is it, Axl?" | replied flatly, using an exasperated tone to make sure that he knew that | wasn't in the 
mood today. | was never really ‘in the mood for Axl's antics any day of the week, but today | just couldn't be 
bothered to even listen to him. 


"Are you faster than a speeding bullet?" 


"What?" 


"Are you faster than a speeding bullet?" he repeated, flashing me an award-winning smile. Well..a whore-winning 
smile, in his case. 

| cocked an eyebrow at the random question, waiting for the others to burst out laughing at an inside joke that 
Ill never know about. Surprisingly, none of them did. Slash also looked puzzled, stealing glances at both Axl and 


myself, assuming that it was another inside joke of our own 


"Well, l.l guess it would depend on how fast the bullet was travelling and.." | trailed off as | caught sight of 


Axl's pearly-white grin, his expression ever so childish. 
Then | remembered exactly what he meant. 


It was a stupid game we had played when we were young, back in Lafayette..when we were innocent, carefree, 
unfazed by the scary tales of adulthood. Looking back on it, it all seems kind of pathetic how we'd just do 
nothing yet have a great time. However, those days are long since gone. No more Lafayette, no more Billy 


Bailey, no more late night make-out sessions down by the train tracks... 
"Fuck you, Axl," | took a long drag of my cigarette, before stubbing it out on the side of the couch. 


He flicked his tongue over those perfectly white teeth, trying his hardest to look seductive. He shifted about in 
the armchair, throwing his right leg over his left and pouting. 


Hell, | wanted him and this was turning me on, there's no denying that, but we're Guns N' Fuckin’ Roses. Yeah, 
sucking off your lead singer is totally hardcore. Besides, | couldn't stand the others treating us any differently, 
which | know they would. Axl was just a big tease, anyway. He just wanted me to drool over him.pat him on 


the head and tell him he's a pretty boy. 


"Welll" he proclaimed, standing and flicking his wrists like he was King fucking Richard addressing his people, "l'm 


going for a walk Anyone coming?" 

His pale blue gazed was fixed on me, and | try to imagine how pissed he would be if Duff or Steven had 
suddenly jumped up and enthusiastically agreed to accompany his highness. 

As usual, no such luck. They just grunted in reply, not even bothering to remove their eyes from the TV 


screen. Well, fuck that. 


"What about you, Izzy?" he smirked, grazing his tongue over his bottom lip. He knew how much | loved that. 
Goddamn it, that bitch knew how to get me on my knees and he definitely enjoyed the power. 


"Sure," | sighed, picking up my jacket and flinging it over my shoulder, standing to meet Axl and that fucking 


sneer of triumph that he plastered over his flawless, porcelain face. | hate him for making me adore him. 
"| guess | could do with the fresh air anyway." 


We traipsed out of the apartment and into the sticky summer air. | immediately regretted bringing my jacket. 


"Shit, its so hot." | spoke wearily, as Axl edged closer and closer to me, wavering in an alluring stance. | knew | 


shouldn't have said that. Fuckl 

"Well. Maybe taking your pants off would help," he laughed, making me grimace. 
"So." he continued, "You didn't answer my question before, Izzy" 

| simply smiled and shook my head. 

"You should know the answer by now, Axe" 


He pouted and crossed his arms, staring at me with mischievous eyes. When he wanted something, Axl Rose 


was gonna fucking get it. 
"Aw, but its no fun then" 


He stopped in his tracks and raised those impeccably sculpted eyebrows, pausing for a few seconds. | carried 
on walking forwards, almost certain he'd come crawling alongside me eventually. 


Sure enough, | was right. 
34l seconds. | think that's a new record. 


He stalked along my side, desperate to keep up. He fanned himself with a limp arm and sighed repeatedly, trying 


to catch my attention It almost made me smirk, how much he craved it. 


He carried on in this way for about five minutes. If he wasn't going to get the attention, he'd sure as hell 


annoy it out of me. 
"What? What is it, Axl? What the fuck do you want?!" | snapped. 


He seemed slightly taken aback, but it didn't shut him up, that's for fucking sure. 

His lips curled up into that devilish grin once more and he edged closer - so close that his compact little hips 
slotted into my side. 

It really wasn't any use trying to stop this. My heart started beating about a million miles an hour whenever 


we were even in the same room. | was his puppet on a string, | was his to control. 
And he knew it. 


Bringing those flawless lips up to my ear, he whispered, 


"Are you faster than a speeding bullet?" 

He pulled his face away, and | closed my eyes, savouring his sweet odour. Opening them, | didn't see Axl 
anymore. | just saw young Billy Bailey, with bright blue eyes and that darling pixie face. A wave of impulse 
washed over me and | grabbed him by the collar of his already torn t-shirt. Pulling him into the nearest alley, 
| pinned him against the wall and kissed him deeply and passionately. 


"Sure," | breathed, "Want me to show you?" 


He grinned and bared his teeth in a look | know all too well as lust. | snaked my hand round to the front of his 


burning leather pants, drinking up all the moans he fed me. 


‘Oh, yes, Jeff. Please do." He giggled, wrapping his arms around me tightly. 


